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CoIUgial JfngotKitg. • 

" Show me the boy, aod I'll bIiow you the man." If tti^B mod- 
erately true, there will be men mildly iugenious in the coQiBlg gene- 
lation, Bome of whom, perhaps, our College will furnish j not crafty, 
mind, nor yet machinating, but simply ingenious. And after all, what 
a glorious graft, an element like this, upon what else had been a 
tame, monotonous, common-place life. What worthy variety could 
English Literature boast, had it never obtained that shrewd maxim, 
" I'll take the turkey and yon may take the bazzard, or else, yon may 
take the buzzard, and I'll take the turkey 1" Whether in theory or 
practice, such a neat adapta,tioii of self to circum stances, or of means 
to end, is a credit to our nature. 

It is the purpose of this article to examine blindly a brilliant sub- 
ject, with no resource of passive experience or of hearsay. The library 
might have been searched for'bistoric records of part sagacity, or> 
more inqubitive, we might have sought the principles and concomitant 
facts of tills quality ; but, although it be folly and even presumption 
to write unadvisedly, we prefer to speculate as to wliat phases shrewd- 
ness may assume in our College life. Thus, surely, we can clash with 
no personalities. 

VOL, zxix. 16 
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Secondly. No dooum^ntar; evideoGe or foot-notes will be neoea- 
Bary. A purely exclusive and independent theory needs dodo. 

And, lastly, if we presume to say tbat we only ihinli so and so, no 
oath or obtestation, with eye rbetorically uplifted, can be demanded. 

The first example of collegial ingenuity, of which we can conceive 
as possible, la tbat of a forecast which shall walk through two years 
darkness for one year's light; which shall travel over one hundred 
miles of wet, unmacadamized road, for ten rods in a high street ; seek 
opportunities for paying rightfal supremacy the disinterested respect 
of a passing salute; aifd, in fine, prove itself generally submissive, and 
yet absolutely independent. Ob I bow noble a sight, to see forecast 
so devoted to its bigh mission, that fiesh and strength shall gradually 
fail its possessor, and bring bim ultimately through anxions care to 
a mere skeleton ! Gloriously shine the bones through his tightened 
akin, eloquent witnesses of Helf-esbauative toil for democratic work. 
Gall not our imaginary student a fag or fawner. He is merely a little 
imitative, and yon cannot blame him, provided he be disposed to copy 
only the better trute of bis model. You may not pronounce him sub- 
servient, beoause he votes his master's every pleasure, for, poor dolt! 
shall he leap up on a wire-spring firom his little square box, like the 
Arightful automaton, and confront the superior wisdom of that master 
with a^ugle difference of opinion! You dishonor the character of 
our idd^ngenuity, if you say so. r 

The second illustration of this speculative tact cannot be thoroughly 
nnderstood, till we have investigated, briefly, the natnre of collegiate 
liberty, — and, pardon us, if we quote Lieber ; we had not intended to 
do BO ; but you need not believe the quotation, as we have not hfs sig- 
nature. " Collegiate Liberty has, not nnfrequently, been defined as 
consisting in the rule of the majority, or, it has been said. Where the 
students rule, there is liberty. The rule of the majority, of itself, in- 
dicates tie power of a certain body, but power is not liberty. Sup- 
pose the mE^ority bid you drink hemlock ; t. e., enter a debate ; is there 
libert.y for you I Or suppose the majority depose an impartial 
umpire, and establish despotism, is that liberty? • • • • * 
We might say, with greater truth, that where the minority it protected, 
although the majority rule, there, probably, liberty exists." Such be- 
ing the truthful definition, we can 'imagine an ingenuity which shall 
shrewdly apply this principle, when occasions present themselves, and 
this application may constitute a second illustration of our subject. 
Suppose a minority proposing to unite in forensic antagonism with the 
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mftiority, do not obtain this protection of rights, t« which reference 
has been made. Suppose the m&jorit; anreasonably attempt to orowd 
a question upon them. Is it not sagacious gently to remonstrate, 
somewhat in this wise. " We beg to suggest that you, the iiia}ority, 
by reason of your unwieldy multitude, cannot unitedly decide upon a 
subject. Let «8 remind you that your interests are really divided, 
whether you are aware of the fact or not. This we prove in the fol- 
lowing logical way. Undoubtedly there is some question in the world, 
which you can discuss better than any man in your crowd. The same 
is true of each of the others. Now each toiM present, and has pre- 
sented this very question, to himself most promising. The man who 
succeeds in getting his question of course has the first and 
greatest reward, if Indeed there be rewards. Each one of you 
stands a very small chance of being this man, in bo large a number. 
Listen, now, we beseech, to our proposal. We have reason to believe 
that every one of yon has an unbind and unwarrantable feeling toward 
ns. In this we know you to be united. We are, in that sense, a mi- 
nority ; but Lieber says we have right to protection. We feel our 
pulses strain at thought of future intimidation or hrow-beatjng. Yes, 
majority, we feel ourselves growing stronger. You are mesmerically 
under our power. We see yon lapsing into stupor. Now, before we 
have closed your eyes by our overpowering look of insulted justice, 
we make you a proposal. Accept, and we throw the bucket of water 
in your face, which shall act the double part of cleanser and resusci- 
tator. Tbe proposal is this; In the cool, and undisturbed solitude of 
a room, toe will sit down and guarantee you a dispasaionate selection 
of a thesis, in which, we assure you, all stand an equal chance. 

Consider, now, bow much preferable is united above distracted ac- 
tion. We are one, and when this contest shall have ended, we feebly 
enrmiae, we shall then be nearly alike. Thus shall we secure the 
most equitable adjustment of what we consider an unneoeasary trouble. 
Stay i we have you in our power, yet we will be merciful. Fling to 
the air the copper coin. Let it be the mute arbiter of our angry wrang- 
ling. If it come down tails, you, the majority, shall decide on the 
question. If heads, we. The coin has been flung, gentlemen, by one 
of your own party. It has come down tails ; which means, surely, 
that you are to he the tails, or last, in preference, and we the heads. 
We, then, will decide the question." Now, who can justly reuKW- 
strate 1 Wasn't that ingeniously done ? And yet all was logical and 
fair. Who does not cry a tin crown for victorious crafts 
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Our limits preciade any further Bpeoalation. If we «hall have stir- 
red the blood-boilers of some yoang enthusiast, and quickened his 
yeamings for noble, ingenious, distlDgnisbecl, honorable and lasting at- 
tainments, our willing labor is liobly repaid. s. c. d. 



It is evening, and within my room, which the faint light that may 
yet linger in the West does not reach, I sit alone — alone, except for 
my fire. And no slight exception Is that, since in it alone I have 
light, and heat, and company; of what or whom else could as much be 
said ? There in its arched cavem, it is the only thing visible, save 
where it " teaches light to counterfeit a gloom " in that faint luminous 
shadow on the wall overhead. Above it play the faint blue flames, 
tliat shift and dart like nimble spirits. Over its surface lie the yet nn* 
lighted coala, seen only as dark spots against the ruddy light that 
shines up between. Down through their openings the glow grows 
brighter and deeper, marked by the faintly shaded surfaces of growing 
heat, until ending in the clear, intense light of the iunermost depths. 
And iqto those depthe I ait gazing. 

As I gaze, the scenes and actions of the day jnat ended glide quiet- 
ly away, and are aa completely loat to the mental vision as are the ob- 
jects in the room around me to my bodily eyes. And in their stead 
there comes a qdiet, dreamy mood, wherein the stillness and rest and 
Boilened light all unite to lull me into that delectable land that lies be- 
tween effort and repose like evening between day and night. There 
come no importunate thoughts of duties, no cares for the present, no 
anxieties for the future. None of these, but in their place fair, soft 
pictures of fancy ; pleasant memoriea that blend with hopes ; thoughts 
of absent friends, not absent now — and all these things brightened and 
softened and melted into harmony in the deep, steady glow of the 
fire. 

We are old friends, my fire and I. Ts it not in deed and in truth 
the same fire it always has been 7 What though the material that 
nourishes it be different ; is the subtle element that man's art cannot 
grasp or analyze, the same with the gross, palpable earth that feeds it t 
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I ohoosfi rather to believe that it is indeed a spirit, itself the same 
thoDgh its outward form may change. And what a friend haa it al- 
Taya been: how unobtruaive, yet how constant; how sympathizing, 
how helpful to thought, how fall of oheerfulnesB and brightness and 
good I Our friendship is years old, yet it has never ohnnged ; or rath- 
er, with such nicety have its changes kept pace with my own, that to 
me it was dwaya the same. 

It is a wonderful enchanter, my Fire. As I come within the drcle of 
its magic influence, there aeems to steal forth from those glowing cst- 
erns a spell, that wraps me in its dreamy power, and bears me far 
away &om the world of reality to Dream-land. It is as if at a single 
step I had gone completely oat of my material surroundings, and had 
left far behind me everything that pertains to a harsh, angular world, 
where one is Jostled each instant by something that rudely jars with 
the inner self, and the soul is kept in continnal war and tarmoH. All 
this I have left, I have gone into a beautiful world, where nothing oz- 
ists but what is fair ; a world made up wholly of bright shapes, and 
scenes I love to see, and friends I love to meet. No harsh sonud 
breaks the charmed silence, no unwelcome shape blots the golden light 
that bathes all things in its soft and splendid radiance. It is Fury- 
land, a realm of beauty and peace and rest ; and among ite bright and 
friendly shapes I wander, caring not whither, sure of meeting every- 
where such forms and such only as I love to see. Old friends too are 
many of them, thoughts and feelings that on earth were ever my famil- 
iar and welcome Meuds ; bnt there onr intercourse might at any mo- 
ment be broken in upon by shapes of care or toil, or the.Uaterial reali- 
ties that with strong and stubboni force crowded oat and' pot to flight 
all such aerial and unwariitcQ gneU& HMe none sueh cab break in 
upon us ; here I driok. iit ti& the goed of 'their- presesee, pure, br^t, 
nnalloyed. ■ .■ - .i- ■-■:- .; ■ 

Thoughts of dist-ant friends — memories of scenes and days gone by, 
in what a throng, gliding in one after another on such rapid wings that 
in a few brief moments of earthly tiqne I live ov^ again long days of 
pleasure. Memories too precious to be suffered to cnme forth into the 
mixed and Jostling throng of eTet'y'day tbonghtsand cares — how they 
glide forth from their hiding-place down deep ifl my heart — ^how they 
fill me with their gracious preser^ce ! They must in very truth be 
good angels ; nothing of earth could come with such wonderful charms. 
8a(A dee^'faappiBessJ They are the ptire and be&ullfht spirits ofhy- 
gonedayB, days that indeed were rich with pleaanre and bright Wiih 
-mjayment, yet iM withont some sbadei boWever &hit; af earthly ^re 

Vol. XXIX. 16* 
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and uncertainty. But not tbe shadow of saoh a shade rests on tbe 
Acea around me noT. Who says that Time and years roh ns of all 
onr earthly joys t Time indeed bore away the deeds and words and 
looks that made those by-gone days so sweet, but he has brought me 
back here to-night those same deeds and words and looks, only bright- 
er and more beautiful than of old ! 

Marvelously true and constant is my Fire. Returning from each 
wanderiDg in Dream-land, I find myself gazing once more intently 
down into its depths, and the glow is deep as ever— steady and change- 
less. A few hearts I know Just so steady and changeless, — not many 
perhaps, but one suoh is to think of what that fire is to look into. 

We must part soon, my Fire ! Suoh houra as these are too bright 
to last long at a time. There are duties to be done, realities to be 
faced, company less gentle than yours to be shared. Yet it is not with 
sorrow that I bid yon for the time good-bye, for I know that we shall 
meet again, and often. Yes, all through life do I hope to meet you in 
one form or another, my old fiiend, and by your aid to eiyoy such houra 
as this that we hare passed together now. 

And yet if that were alt, it were not much ; for, say what we will, 
hours of meelJDg in themselves alone weigh unequally against days of 
parting. Bnt as I linger, loth to take my leave, and gaze yet again 
bito your deep and glowing heart, there comes over me, strong and full, 
the thought that I can welcome tlie toil and struggle that shall here- 
after oome, all the more gladly for hours like these. After such tokens 
of all that is bright and good in life, why should not one be braver and 
stronger to live, andifneea be to suffer} Is it not true, by the law of 
onr being, that whatever takes deep hold of our feelings and affections, 
reacts with strong and noble impulse against the sterner faculties of 
willing and doing 1 What else but one form of this truth is in Ten- 
nyson's Imes ! — 

'' Thy voice is bemrd through rolling drums 

That b«at to battle whore he stands ; 
Thy face across Mb fancy cornea, 

And gives the battle to his hands : 
A moment, while the trumpets blow, 

He sees his brood about thy knee ; 
Tbe next, like fire be meets the foe, 

And strikes him ilead, for thine and thee." 

—If the bright visions of hours like these were indeedmere phantoms, 
if Time, in sweeping away the scenes and days that .were dearest, 
brought no recompense, and empty memories were all that remained — 
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then might we indeed oling with closest grasp to risioDS whicb, If & de- 
lusion, were yet brighter and better than any reality. But most sore- 
ly it is not so. These hours' are not mere empty memories of that 
which is not, tbey are in themselves a real and present joy, a token of 
good in the present as well as the past ; nay, more, unleea ourfaith be 
all a delusion, they may be to us less a memory than a promise. 
Surely, if we live true lives, these glimpses of brightness are not the 
last rays of the dying sun, but the gleams that foretell his rising ! Not 
the ghosts of Joys forever departed, but the bright spirite that while 
they speak in loving tones of a beloved Past, bring the sure hope and 
promise of a more glorious Hereafter ! a. s. h. 



^t Ssing f oet. 

The city slept, anfl o'er the silent toofs 
Night bent her livid brow, all throbbing wilb 
The heavenly gems, bright iolps of Are they glowed, 
While 'ctoBB the vault far stretched the ailver zone. 
But, like a Titan slumbering 'neath the Btora, 
The mightj cily lay UDConscioua and 
Reposed; its busy pomp wte hushed to sleep 
And where, a few hours since, life held her Ytaa 
And gaudy masquerade, the star-lit streets 
Spread, wrapt in silent awe, which broken by 
The footfoll of the lone patrol, or some 
Setuming reveller, seemed twice more dread 
And deathlike than before,* All wearied slept, 
When, like a giant watching o'er the roofs. 
The old Cathedral lower deep muttered " twelve," 

The flame had died upon the wasted lamp, 
And cheerlessly the cold-eyed moon looked o'er 
The wretched walls, as looks the heartless world 
On human wo. But sHU the Poet watched, 
And, heedless of the midnight hour, he bowed 
Ttia wearied form iu silent prayer. His hands 
Convulsively were clasped, and the deep throes, 
Which, ever and anon, shot through his frame. 
Gave evidence how fearfully his heart 
Was wrung. Long lUil he kneel, but as he prayed, 
The keenness of his egouy was soothed; 
Calm o'er his troubled soul, as steals the smile 
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TTpoD the ocean hushed, there cams f sweet 
And holy peace. Tet waa hia spirit sad, 
And when he'd poured his sorrows out to Qod, 
Wt f»ce he buried in his shruckeu hands, 
And held communion with hia gloomy thoughta, 

Ahl What a dream is lifet 
And how Qerce a battle do we Qghtl 
Oh, it to me has been one dreary night, 

A wild, heart-rendiog strife. 
But now 'tis done ; yes, it has been too much, 
And o'er my soul I feel Death's icy touch. 

But why this bitt«r dread ? 
Why shrinks the spirit from the grave's repose? ■ 
Hath it Dot fblt enough the world's dark woes 7 

Oht though they are all dead, 
lia hard to yield the hopes of hfe's bright goal, 
'lis hard to quen<^ the flies that light the soul. 

How wildly throbbed my heart, 
When all my days were hke a sunbeam's gUt 1 
What gorgeous dreams of love and fame I built, 

With nil youth's sanguine art I 
Ah 1 then the world was like a fairy dome, 
And life's dark wares were masked with golden foam. 

But now the dream bM Bed, 
Sad fortune o'er me like a tempest lowers, 
The cold world sneers, and, like poor, blasted Bowers, 

My once proud hopes lie dead. 
Bo let me bury all, for soon shall I, 
From scorn and sorrow free, beside them lie. 

Ah t even now I feel 
Death's cold and leaden hand upon my breast, 
Soon will be free the soul O'om this dull vest, 

Which binds its heavenward zeal. 
Oh thee t my spirit, worn witli life's dark woes, 
Will fly to thee, OodI and sweet reprise 

The morn in dewysplendor VfAie, slow Ihror^h 
The purpled bills the beamingorb a)>rose. 
And, radiantl poured o'er gilded deme and spim, 
His arrows, like a' gddenijbower. Bright fell ^ ' 
They on the Poet's uah, and O'ei- his brow, ■ 
Upturned as if in prayet-, they rostfedj like 
An Angel's amQe, most sad, yet beaotifnl. 
But still he knelt, he'd suffered long, ahd now 
His spirit was teposing with his Qml: " ' 
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I had read, Bomewhere, in some old "Tatler," or "Idler," or 
" Guardian," I know not which now, that the Editor of a Magazine 
or weekly paper, or whatsooyer kind of a periodical effusion you pre- 
fer, is lihe a mau who engages to run a stage coach, passengers or no 
passengers; at the appointed time the coach must set out; with the 
Editor, articles or no articles, the paper must be published, when the 
weeli or month comes round ; and, too, I had read that Mackenzie, or 
Coleman, or Johnson, whoever it was, hoped for a blessed time, when 
he should have little more to do in the work, than to publish the pro- 
ductions that were sent him by those who had the leisure and the ca- 
pacity for giving delight or instruction to others, and have done viih 
writing himself. I thought it monstrons strange, to hear so great a 
head say thus, for Hooked upon it as a life of perfect bliss, to sit in 
one's sanctum, write and send to press what should Boon spread, as a 
warming, sbiniog light, over so many hearts, and into so many circles 
of admiring devourers ; there was nothing hard about this, surely ; to 
sit quietly and write ; I was sure I could do it mvself. I only wished 
It were my smooth, easy lot. So, «Be day, in a fit of oontradiotion, I 
thought I would show people bow easy it was. / would write an ar- 
ticle, and send it to a certain Magazine, and casually mention, as I 
handed it to my friend, the Editor, how few short hours it had occu- 
pied me. I'd write it to-morrow ; nothing easier; there was my com- 
fortable table, pens, ink and paper, all ready, and remarkably complete- 
Only to sit down and write, I'd do it. The morrow came ; uprose the 
sun, and uprose I ; at first I thought to write before breakfast, while 
the morning was fresh and new, but finally concluded to wait till after 
the first meal ; I couldn't settle on a subject just then. The repast 
finished, with a light step I ascended to the door of my room, pnshed 
it open with an easy, indifi'erent air, as If going in to while away a 
spare hour. I took my ohair. laid out on the table half a quire of 
fools-cap ; there was no difficulty about that — now the pen ; there 
were three or four near at hand. I took them up, and picked out a 
very likely looking quill — a quill, thought I, is easiest, lightest, best 
adapted to an author. Now for my theme. I looked, wisely, at the 
blank page before, me, at the pen, at the ink-stands ; ink-stands were 
made to hold ink ; there were no tkemet there. Next, my eye rambled 
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over a long row of books in the oase opposite. Thet/ were terribly 
old; /'i2 write Bomethitig new ; 9omet,t)^Dg decidedly original. After 
a tittle more consideration, my eye happened to wander across the 
window, and so, out into the fields. It waa autumn, and directly op- 
posite the window stood, stacked, a pile of corn-shucks. An idea seiz- 
ed me. This would be original. Nobody else would ever think of 
looking for a theme in a corn-field. I'd wiite on Shuck*. Yes, that 
would be capital. It was a pointed, concise word, and would look 
well at the top of an article. Then it was such a fruitful subject ; 
bow I could enlarge upon it ; how many people 1 knew who were only 
Shucks ; how many things that were nothing but Shuoks ; how many 
systems of philosophy and theology, how many diacoveries and cus- 
toms of the day. Why, the very world was a mere bundle of Shucks. 
I could notfiul with such a theme; so. Shucks it should be — and 
Shucks I wrote, boldly and unfiiocbingly, at the top of the page. 
Then I stopped, just a moment, to see how it appeared. Yes, there it 
was, no mistake about it. Shuoks I had written, and Shucks it teat. 
Of that I was morally certain. I put down the p&^ei to fhink a little. 
I fixed my eyes on the pile ontside, enquiringly ; I gazed at it for ten 
minutes, hut with no result. I gazed another ten mintes, {I must not 

too hasty,) hut after that time had gone, I had gathered nothing 
From it. A pile of Shucks it was, and a pile of Shucks it remtuned. 
~ looked back onto the paper, bal^ expecting to see something there ; 
there icai something there ; but it was — Shucks ; nothing but Shucks, 
ihough I stared at it, and dipped my pen, repeatedly, in the ink. I 
brew myself back in my cbair, for the purpose of quiet reflection, and 
looked up toward the book-shelves, and soon I began to see Lamb's 
Fairie Queene, io eighteen vols., waltzing about, witb Moore's Gall 
to the Unconverted, and nodding polite 'hows to Locke's Deserted 
ViUage. 

Then I stooped down and began to write, I wrote so swiftly, so 
easily, the pages were covered soon. I laughed a low, satisfied laugh, 
t« think what progress I was making, and what fine, flowing language 
I had at my command, how fast those pages filled. Presently, and 
very suddenly, I was interrupted in my smooth course of authorship, 
by a tug at my sleeve, and a call to dinner. I started up, jealously 
stretobing my hands over the fresh written pages, to hide them from 
curious eyes, thinking it was not well that everybody should see half- 
done work. I took them away again, to bave a peep at it myself, 
when, withering disappointment! cruel deception! nothing was there 
but — Shucks. There wan an end of it. I declared I never would 
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write OD Sbncks again; 8nd, after dinner, I waiked mthleasly ont to 
that nicely staobed pile of dec«it and prorooation, outside my wiodoTi 

'and tore it down, and scattered the Shucks lar and near, that it should 
not impudently renuDd me of my dashed hopes. I said once more, as 
I turned away, no, I'll never write on Shucks again. 

The next day, I had concluded that tbe failure of the day before 
was all owing to the theme I had chosen. It was too light, too frivo- 
lons, not suited to my style. Accordingly, after mature deliberation, 
I decided to enligbton tbe world with my opinion of one of Shaks- 
peare's characters. Ah ! that would do. Now, which one should it 
be; Othello, Hamlet, Macbeth, or what 1 I rather admire the quiet 
dignity of Hamlet ; so, Hamlet it should be ; and Hamlet I wrote at 
ijie top of another white page ; but tkit time, ia the quiet of eve. 
This contemplative hour was hest suited to my subject. The bouse 
was very quiet, thU time. I turned my back on the window, and 
looked over into tbe obscurity of the farthest comer of the ropm. An 
idea occurred to me, that it would be well to begin with. I wroto a 
sentonce or two ; I read them ; I was astonished at myself. Over 
and over agcun I read them, to get their full force and meaning, and 
to be certain that they were actually tiiere — no dream about it thi» 
time. Now to proceed ; but before doing so, I thought to run my eye 

over 's Hamlet. I took from tbe shelves the volume that oon- 

talned it, and read. I was astonished, annoyed, perplexed; why, the 
man had written just what I was about to writo myself; what did he 
mean by that! If I should write it now, people would call me a 
plagiarist. Oh, the odious writer ! If I could put him out of the 
world — he teas out of tbe world — then I should like to make a bon. 
fire of all bis Hamlets ; every one ever published; and so I lasbed 
myself into a perfect fury against tbe abominable miscreant; there 

. was nothing more that could be said. He had not left me a single 
sentence. I tore the half written sheet in fragments. I crammed it 
into the waste basket, and went precipitately to bed. But write lome- 
ihing I would, if it killed me. I devoted the rest of tbe week to it, 
each day growing more furious with everything around me. It wasn't 
my fault; who ever suspected it. All manner of themes were tried. 
Borne I managed to write a page or two on ; with others I got no far- 
tier tban the heading, I tried allegory, and got two white, shining 
forms, 80 irrevocably mixed and tengled together, that separation or 
identification was an impossibility. I tried poetry ; worse and worse ; 
first, everything was sacrificed to rhyme ; nest, there was no rhyme — 
no anything else. The words Jolted each other, hopelessly harsh, hope- 
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leeslf unsmooth, all, all alike; morning, uoon, or night, by moonlight, 
or sanligbt, with equal success. 

I wrote on &JuU stomach ; tkat was awful ; ideas flowed like frozen 
oil; eometiuiBs not at all, and then so lumpisbly, so many together, I 
could not separate or define them, and when I read over the resnlt, it 
was like a fence of ill-fitting stones — full of gaping hol^s and sharp 
comers. I wrote on an emptu atomacb. Ideas were like ghosts, so 
gaont and hungry looking, tliey drank the ink-stand dry, and looked 
no better ; only blacker. Tbey haunted me at night, as if to blame 
me for their very meagreness. I began to be afraid I was. growing 
like them. 

I took long walks by the Eea, and in the woods. There were 
thoughts among these, but I bad no pen, no ink, no convenience for 
writing. I would commit tbem to paper when I got back. No sooner 
was I seated in that perfidious little library, than away they fled, too 
grand to remain there, in so small a place. Oh that odious ink-stand I 
that worse pen I horrible table, uneasy chair; hew could such a soul 
08 mine endure, with sudi detestable, earthly, matter of fact objects, 
holding it down. How I hated that pen and ink; the disgusting, de- 
ceitful brutes ! I threw the pen out of the window, and had the pleas- 
ure of seeing a cow put her clumsy fore foot on it, and tread it down 
into the earth, whore it belonged. Never again would I descend to 
ask the help of such clods. I .v<;iuld tAink my articles, and think 
my books. Thoughts like mine were too good for paper, too pure and 
lofty for pen and ink. I believe I told my friend the Editor so, and I 
Uiink I perceived a look of incredulity on his face when I had finish- 
ed, — the worm I 



We welcome, right heartily, this last gift from the quiet farmer, 
the quaint, chatty, genial, and practical Ik Marvel, who is pegging 
away so lustily at his farm lands and his dwry, over on the Westville 
hills, vouchsafing only now and then to give us a precious token, that 
his hand has " not forgot its cunrtfng," and that the same old fellow 
who has led us, hand in hand, through many a cozy hour of student 

* M7 Farm of Edgeirood ; A Oouutrr Book. By IE Masvbl. 1 voL 1 2mo. 
Gtias. Sdibner, publisher. New York: 18&3. 
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" Bream life," or Bat with us in onr quiet " Reveries" oyer onr blazing 
hickory and the jirt dagt, is not rueting, but only rusticating on hia 
Edgewood farm. With some propriety, then, may ve, in these pages, 
where, doubtless, our anther first, in print at least, essayed to please, 
pay onr tribute of praise to this delightful book. 

Editors who will not temper their fulsome eulogies witli here and 
there a slashing dash of oritioisni, or eDliven a tedious " piiff " witti an 
occasional thrust of downright abuse, may generally be set down, 
fflther as blockheads, who are afraid of hazarding their own reputation 
in damning the -author's, or as sly dogE, who value the book-seller's 
jierquititet too much to endanger their discontinuance. And so we, 
oomparatively free, I trust, from motives such as these, and mnoh 
against onr decided inclinations, feel absolutely compelled to tread in 
the footsteps of this disreputable crew. Thoroughly and conscien- 
tiously have we re-read My Farm'of Edgewood, in the spirit of stult- 
bom justice and caustic criticism. And Id neither point of view, it 
behoves us to say, were its imperfections one jot the more apparent. 
Such there may exist, very naturally; but its beauties and excellen- 
cies, if not in sufficient proportion to drown censorious criticism, may 
well seem to provoke many a more pretentious eulogy than our own. 

The »tyle of this last hook of Mr. Mitchell's is essentially peculiar 
from those which preceded it. It has, to be sure, the neat and well- 
turned periods, the delicate imagery and sentiment of the " Droam Life" 
and the " Beveries," but it has, too^ a piquant vein of humor, bubbling 
up through its elegancies, and, even its practical i ties ; and making the 
book to efervetee, SO to speak, wlfh life and interest. The perspicuity 
and vivacity of its predecessors is In no degree wanting here ; hnt it 
couples with tbem, and with all its own wayside beauties, the pertina- 
city, the thoroughness, the staunch and steady purpose of a man aim- 
ing to persuade as well as please. Poems almost. Idyls of Bucolics 
of sweet and pastoral beauty, are individual pages of "My Farmj" 
but it is never the mere dmntiness and prettiness of the eclogues 
which delight-s us ; it is the sound and pithy teachings, no less than 
the subtle ^aces of another Georgic, 

Sat the style in which Ik describes his farm, besides being some- 
what original for bim, is, to our taste, " choicely good," in itself, and 
exemplary for others. It Is in pass^es as brisk as Sterne, as naive as 
Lamb, as terse, almost, as Tacitus. Ik's way, for instance, of des(^- 
bing the shuttle-cock operation whioh through passengers undergo 
here, in being shot through the undei^round duct, known as the Rail- 
road, and stopped in mid career, in that rayless and reeking abode of 
VOL. zxix. 17 
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noise, darbnesa, and profanity, " our StatioQ." is bsrdly behind Dick- 
ens bimself, in liamor, Tivacity, and pathos ; and, to our eyes, folly 
abreast' with the author of tiie Germania, in brief and accurate de- 
scription. Ik Haivel, in bis command of the vernacular, is the iii£9- 
rior of few, if any, on the continent. Hawthorne, as the prince of our 
imagiaative authors, may perhaps write with greater depth or fervor, 
but, as the artificer of pure, chaste, and elegant English, we would 
rank Ik Marvel every whit his peer. As cbarmiDg illustrations of the 
vizard witchary of words, as can be met with iu the scope of our 
American literature, at least, are to be seen in Ik's occasional exquisite 
sallies of humor, or in those frequent exhibitions of artistic at-hieve- 
ment, when, with that tniraculous Uttie waud, the pen, be transforms 
the moat oommou-plaoe, and often, even forbidding features of country 
life, into the most oharming pictures of beauty and interest. Even 
the masculine and Hibernian snoofeasor of Sir Thomas Overbury's 
" preltie milk mayde," Ik contrives so to entangle In a veil of droll 
description, variegated with an old-time thought of Kit Marlowe, uid 
bis madrigals, or of Ik's glorious namesake of the rod and line, old 
Isaac, that, really, the aroma of the brogans and the accents of the 
brogue, are not, poutively, disagreeable. 

Tbe^^on, too, of the book we are cunsidering, is no less admirable 
tbiui the style. And, first, its modetty is pleasurably i^parent. Were 
this " gentleman farmer," this auceessful adventurer iu the department 
of agnoulture, not content to give us the simple narrative of bis own 
practical experience iu farm life, but aimed further, (as with some show 
of justice he might,) to put utterly to the rout the host of infidels, 
who doggedly maintaiD that farming does not always and every where 
pay, and then, over the diaqomfiture of the disbelievers, he had at- 
tempted to erect some pretentious theory of agricultural economy, 
doubtless the task, or at least the endeavor, would have been executed 
in fine style; but, neverthel^s, the cruel tm dit would, most probably, 
have been, that this " big tbmg" was ooly approximately aooomplisbed. 

But the plan of the book, if modest, is none the leas original. The 
tnan who could essay the undertaking of rendering tbe narrative of a 
mere successful agricultural experiment, a theme of actual interest to 
all classes iu the community, must feel himself to be an author, in its 
highest sense ; not a copyist, ttn initator, (of aught but nature,) hut & ■ 
creator of a rare and beautiful creation, worthy to survive and do 
honor to him — a man whose only inspiration, teacher, and authority, 
is to be the hill-ude, the forest, and tbe lawn. Few things, too, in the 
view of benevolence, could be more praiteuwrthy than this effort of 
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Ik Marvel'B, by the uae of his fadle pen, to praise and dignify that 
faabit of life wbioh Washington has pronounced to be " tbe noblest 
oocnpation of man." What could be more appropriate, also, than that 
one so far removed, alike from the angry olash of arms and the clan- 
gor of parljzan malignity, should indite to the nation, not coldly, 
though calmly, this gentle and beautlfal reminder of the halcyon dayi 
of peace, this harbinger, we trust, of their return 1 Tempted are wo 
to give Ik Marvel the wreath of laurel he has laid at the feet of Vli^, 
when he says, " I know a poet whose music, floaUng over Italy, before 
yet the blasts of her direst civil war were over, weaned soldiers from 
their blood scent to tbe tranquil offices of husbandry." May the time 
soon come when ours will thus return ! 

Ik Marvel has written an hmeat book, or else our impressions, as we 
closed it, were wonderfully deceptive. For the many misfortunes of 
the fanner's life, — for the prevalent " beastalizing" spirit of diekerimg, 
which enshrouds the country gentleman, for the strong pulse-throbs of 
hnman progress and human intercourse, which beat, in the main, be- 
yond the confines of his hermitage, he has many a word of candid 
acknowledgment, and not a lisp of conoealment. In fact, to our taste 
the enjoymento tuid occupations of ibe farmer, are only the more invi- 
ting, as brought ont in the chiaro mettro of rural hindrances and helps. 
My Farm of Edgewood is, moreover, ^pra/itical book. To the treat- 
nent of such le^timate topics as vAl, tillage, crops, and profits, we 
do not prindpally refer, in thus characterizing it. Before higher tri- 
bunals than the Lit., they have already passed mnster, and obtfdned 
the certificate of excellence. If Ik Marvel's off-hand and ungloved 
handling of the awful mystory of agricultural chemistry baa already 
been baptized as common sense, at the hands of the Judicial apotheca- 
rut of science, It is enough. Surely, we need not strain ourselves to 
bepralse it. We are content, then, to submit that Mr. Mltebell bos 
met, with an eye to tbe practical, those questions of ornament and 
utility, no less than those of profit and loss, which have presented 
themselves on his Edgewood Farm. The original method (or, if not 
original, adopted reverently after the example of the timorons Philis- 
tines, in the days of the emerods,) of starting off a sturdy yoke oi 
cattle, at the guidance of "their own sweet will," in order to discover 
the most feasible route of travel fir man and beast, seems to us emi- 
nently unique and practical ; while tbe pleasantly minute account ol 
the way the " dapper Someieetshire man" came by bis snug cottage 
by the road-side, is, from beginning to end, a delightful example ol 
the way in which taste and education can sometimes corner the pniJQ- 
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dices, and even outwit the ecoDOmy of these piDched-bralned country- 
men. And BO, in rustic seats, gates, fences, the shrubt>ery, and even 
the choice ef flowers for the garden and the window-silI, we see, eveiy 
where, the eye of the praeCieal artist, leading and encoaraging nature, 
instead of hampering her, and always studying the picturesque, rather 
than the pretentious, or the magnificent. 

But there are, in our view, practical letiont, no less than a practical 
tone, in My Farm of Edgewood. 

A book of 80 much originality, grace, and vigor of thought and ex- 
pression, must be more than a pleasure — & power to those who read it 
aright. The great run of bookish people will only see in it Ih Uarrel 
in a new light, and " country living and thinking" through an atmos- 
phere a little more dellghtfvl, and, I fear, deceptive. They may gen- 
erously dub the book, " nieo," " sweet," " pretty," or even " sensible," 
but it cannot and will not have done its kind office for them, in merely 
provoking their compliments. They might, a deal better, have been 
acquiring discipline, as well as delight, in company with those old 
heathen farmers of Classic Greece, or Sunny Italy, than with their 
modem disciple. But, in either case, the most of them will fail to get 
the inspiration of the theme, though they may rhapsodize over tfae 
author's way of treating it. 

Well says Mr. Mitchell : "The charms of Virgil and the shrewd 
observations of Gato, will go but « Uttle way to recommend a country 
life in our time, except that life have charms in itself, to pique a man's 
poetic sensibilities, and lessons in every field and season, Ut tempt and 
reward his closest observation." Our Edgewood farmer may thus 
forswear the bulk of the critics and cormorantt of literature, but we 
surely can afford to read, even such a book as this, for something more 
than the mere nonce, and with some higher result than mere gratifica- 
tion. In other words, we honestly believe there is a lesson, a good to 
be gained by ua, from Uy Farm of Edgewood — a lesson which has all 
the conciseness, the completeness, and the conviction of an enthy- 
meme. 

Mr. Kitchell has amply shown, that a gentleman may don the life 
and habits of the farmer, without doffing the tastes and occupations 
of tbe educated man ; and why may not some of us improve the les- 
son! All College-bred men are do more fit for the farm, than for the 
bar, the pulpit, the desk, or the dissecting-room ; but education is, 
surely, no barrier, but rather a stepping stone to success. In our snitto 
dame Nature, as well as to dame Fortune. A score or two, instead of 
lonesome Individuals, in every Class at Yale, should be proud to pay 
their devotJoni to that gentle goddess of tbe woods and the fields, who 
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" Nerot did betray the heart that loTed her," 

With industry, foresight, and enei^y, we may glean a llvolihood 
from the open palm of Nature, a thousand-fold more ;>leasantly than 
we can wring it from the closed fiat of Commerce or of Trade. Men- 
tal culture and discipline, if wa will believe it, come into their freest 
play on the farm, as well as elsewhere. Modern Agriculture is a Sci- 
enoQ ; not a mere occupation. The rustic and the boor may atiU be 
the deloert, hut the scholar and the gentleman are to be the doers, so 
far as regards the investigating, originating, and controlling work of 
the brain. Stumble, we may, on wealth more easily in the crowded 
marts of men. Fame may beckon us coquettisbly to other pursuits ; 
but they are not the veriest fools who choose the forests and the fields 
in which to plant their Larea, and to fix their home. Wise men, e'er 
now, have fled from the trottoir and the din of [he tovm, to find in a 
life coQversaut with nature, a welcome refuge from the carking cares 
of a life conversant with man. Observing travelers, since Xenophon, 
poete since Virgii, Horace, and Theocritus, and orators, since the days 
of Cato and Tully, have stoutly affirmed a life outside of city-walls to- 
be, of all others, the healthiest, the happiest, the best. And now I 
recollect it, Ik Marvel, somewhat after the same fashion, talks. 
" There are no grand rules by which we may lay down the propor- 
tions of a life, or the wisdom of tlip or that pursuit; every man is 
linked to his world of dnties by capacities, opportunities, weaknesses, 
which will more or less constrain his "choice. And I ant slow to be- 
lieve that a man who brings cultivation, refinement, and even scienUfio 
attornment, may sot find fit office for all of them in country life, and so 
dignify that great pursuit in which, by the necessity of the case, the 
migority of the world must be always engaged. He may contribute 
to redeem it from those loose, unmethodical, ignorant practices, which 
are. In a large sense due to the farmer's isolation, and to the necessi- 
ties of bis condition. And, although careful investigation, study, and 
extended observation, In connection with husbandry, may fail of those 
pecuniary rewards, which seem to be their due, yet the cause, in some 
measure, ennobles the sacrifice. The cultivated farmer is leading a 
regiment in the great army where foraging success is feeding the world ;. 
and if he put down, within the sphero of his inflnence, riotous pillaging, 
wasteful excesses, and, by his example, give credit to order, discipline, 
and the best graces of manhood, — he is reaping honors that will endure ; 
• • • honors, measured by the mouths he has fed, by the flowers 
he has taught to bloom, and by the swelling tide of harvests, whiolv 

VOL. XII3C. 17' 
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year by year he has pressed &rther and farther up the flanks of the 
billfl." 

And DOW, tat prata btberunt ; the casp Is before you, gentiemeE ; 
ve will not tinker it. 

We have not attempted to oiiticiae My Farm of Edgewood. Wa 
have attempted to praise it, because we liked it ; and we recommend 
it, not merely because we lilte it, but because every body who reads it, 
likes it too. a. h. h. 



II. 

In a previona paper, a slight sketch was given of the history of 
Classical Fbilology, in tbe three periods of Alexandria, Italy, and 
Germany. In this last period it is impossible to go far, without be- 
coming aware of the presence of a new science, closely related to our 
old one, yet having a wholly distinct sphere and lum. This ia the sci- 
ence of Comparative PkUtHogy, whose origin and growth we are now 
to consider. " 

And first, a word in regard to the name. Comparative Philology. 
The word Philology, (to say nothing of its earlier uses,) has at pres- 
ent different meanings in different lands. In Germany, it means the 
science which grows out of the study of tbe literature, or, more widely, 
of all the life and civilization, of Greece and Borne. Hence, they do 
not ordinarily join to it, as we have done, the adjective^ " Classical j" 
that is implied In tbe word itself. Hence, too, they never use the 
phrase, " Comparative Philology ;" that would be to them a contra- 
diction in terms. But out of Germany, the word Philology means, 
generally, the study of language. In this sense we speak of Classi- 
-cal Philology, the study of the classical; languages; or of Compara- 
tive Philology, the study of languages by comparing them. This 
show*s the difficulty of finding a name for the new science. The 
Germans cannot use " Comparart»e Philology," but with their lan- 
guage, so pliant in forming compounds, they are at no loss. They 
can say indifferently, Sprackvergleichung, Sprackttudiwra, SpToch- 
vntaauchajl, hut we cannot use the English equivalents, Language- 
comparison, Language-study, or Language-science. The French say. 



itizecy Google 



1864.J CLASLICAL AND COUPARATITG PHILOLOOY. 113 

LinguUtique, bnt it vonld take generatioDB to make anoun, "Lin^ia- 
tic," as natural in Englisli as " Mnsio" or " Logic," to say nothing of 
tlie BolecisDi of joining Greek tenninatioita to a Latin word. If we 
imitate other sciences, and coin a word from ttie Greek, the proper 
form wonld be " Glossology," but who will nse it ) Shall not Eng- 
lish scholars bow to the requlramentfi of their language, and adopt the 
phrase, " Science of Language." as suggested by Max Mailer? We 
have used in these papers the name, " Comparative Philology," only 
for the sake of contrast with " Classical Philology." 

The science of lahguage, then, or Comparative Philolc^, is a sci- 
ence of very reoent origin, and is, apparently, still in its youth. It IS| 
indeed, no older than the present eentnry. The iilea of comparing 
languages together, is by no means so modem. Nothing could be more 
natural than to bring together, for comparison, thq words of similar 
meaning in any two languages, and to make some inference from their 
likeness or unlikeness of sound, as to the relationship of the languages 
and nations. This work has been done on an extended scale, and the 
results of much stndy collected, in the long lists of words published 
by Hervas and Adelung, about the beginning of this century. To 
these must be added the imperial " Comparative Glossary of tiie Ian- 
gnages of the world," published at St. Petersburg, in 1787, the work 
of the Empress Catharine, to which some contributions were probably 
sent from this country, for " Washington, in order to please the Em- 
press, sent her lists of words to all Governors and Generals of the 
United States, enjoining them to snpply the equivalents from the 
American dialects." The book is a collection of words of the same 
meaning from different languages, and the second edition of it (in 
179u) contains lists from 279 languages of the four contioents. But 
now, of what use are these laborious lists ) There was no scientific 
classification of langnages, nor could there be, while they were array- 
ed and studied geographically, that is, by continents. There was as 
yet no practical knowledge of the true historical and genetic connec- 
tion between them. The philosophef J^ibnitz had indeed suggested, 
nearly a hundred years earlier, the proper method of studying lan- 
guages, but the hint had not beeo well followed up. The ignorance 
prevalent in his own time we may estimate from a remark of his, that 
" there is as much reason for supposlsg Hebrew to have been the prim- 
itive language of mankind, as there is for adopting the view of Goro- 

a the Scieace of Language, p. 145 — from wliom mo5t 
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pins, who publiehed a work at Antwerp, in 1580, to prove ttiat Dutch 
was tbe largua^ spolien in Paradise." Tbug tbe ecienoe, as aadi, 
bad not yet oome into aotnal existence. " If it had not been for a 
bappy accident, which, like tbe eleetric spark, eansed the floating ele- 
ments to crystalize into regular forms, it is more than doubtful wheth- 
er the long list of languages and dialects, enumerated and described in 
tbe works of Eervas and Adeluug, conld long have sustained tbe inte- 
rest of the student of language. This electric spark was the dis- 
covery of Sanskrit." Miore exactly, it was the discovery of tbe rela- 
tions of Sanskrit to other languages. For the language itself had 
i>een known before in Europe, but had never come into tbe bands of 
men who could use it properly. Some choice specimens of its litera- 
ture had bt^n translated into English and other European langnages, 
and had attracted much attention. Some of the most striking points 
of similarity between it and the classical tongues,.had been noticed by 
scholars, and a connection inferred between them. Bnt it was reserved 
for a German Poet, Frederick Schlegel, to suggest, in a work " On the 
Language and Wisdom of the Hindus," published in 1808, the true 
comprehensive view, that the languages of India, Persia, Greece, 
Italy, and Germany, with their descendants, belong all to one family, 
to which he gave the name of Indo-Gennanic. To this view he was 
led by the study of Sanskrit, and it is mainly the study of Sanskrit 
in comparison with other langu^es, which has developed from that 
beginning the science of language. 

But how is it that Sanskrit, which is not tbe oldest language of 
man, nor tbe parent of all existing languages, nor yet the most perfect 
of all, is thus the foundation of the scientific study of language } 
Some of tbe chief points about it that explain this, may be briefly in- 
dicated here. 

1. Sanskrit is the most central of all the languages akin to it. It 
has more points in common with all, than any other one has. Hence 
it acts as a centre or nnclens about which a group is formed. 

2. It was found to be so much like the classical languages, that oa- 
riosity was excited to determine the degree of their connection, and 
tbeir respective ages. While the preponderance of apparent original- 
ity was found to be with the Sanskrit, yet many roots, and even forms, 
appeared in Greek and Latin, wBwh were not retained, but had evi- 
dently been lost by it. This showed that Sanskrit was not the 
mother, hut the elder sister of the others — and thus the idea of genetio 
or family connection between different languages was established for 
tbe Indo-European family, and tbe conception of one original language, 
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from vbioh all the members vere descended in snoceasive generations, 
dawned upon the mind. 

3. It remained to find a test to determine degrees of relationship, 
and this, too, was furnished from the Gtady of Sanskrit. It was foand, 
by comparing forms of the same origin, in different languages, that 
they had undergone certain changes in vowels or consonants, or both, 
apparently with some fixed laws of variation. Such cases were col- 
lected and compared, and from Ihem a set of rules was formed, which 
are called the laws of " phonetic corruption," or of Sound-cbangea. 
By these it is possible to determine, with some certainty, what form a 
given Sanskrit syllable will be liable to take in Greek or Gothic, or, to 
com« a step lower, in French. They are constantly in process of oon- 
firmation, or correction, by application to new cases, lliey have al- 
ready condemned many a false etymology, by its failure to comply 
with them ; in other words, it had a majority against it. 

4. By the comparative perfection in which it had preserved the die* 
tinction between root and termination, and the primitive form of the 
latter, the Sanskrit could be used as a sort of standard, to show whst 
the original forms were, and how far otber languages have depu-ted 
from them. Thus the Greek verbs la-iH, for example, were a riddle, 
and matter for coi^ectnre only, as to their relation to otber verbs, antil 
It was found that in Sansirit, all verbs have their 1st pers. sing., prea- 
act., ending in-/ii. In this way, thedaws of growth or decay, (which- 
ever we choose to call it,} in the Indo-European languages, were dia- 
oloaed, and a science, or a system of connected laws, derived from ob- 
served phenomena, partly natural, partly historical, was built up. We 
are now, perhaps, ready to consider, more closely, the mutual rela- 
tions of Classical and Comparative Philology, 



It was during the formative period of the English language, when 
for three centuries the Anglo-Sa^uu had uttered ils sturdy protest 
against the hated Norman dialect, that the " Sire of English poetry" 
arose to mould the vernacular. He made very little use of the Nor- 
man, and built up mainly from the rough strength of the crude Saxon, 
a work of power and beauty rarely surpassed in the after develop- 
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meot of the langaage. His poetry ennobled the language and drew 
out its latent force. We gain the best idea of Chaucer in the Can- 
terbury Tales, inasmuch as they are a collection of poemB emliodying 
a wonderful variety in power and felicity of poetical expression. To 
one of these therefore, as best adapted to the limits of a Magazine ar- 
ticle, I would call your attention. " The Knight's Tale " is taken 
(roni the Italian of Boccaccio, though the plot is materially altered 
and developed by conciseness, into superior interest. Three hundred 
years later, Dryden attempted to modernize this version, though un- 
fortunately for his reputation as a poet, he altered the original a little 
too much. The names of these three men standing as literary god- 
fathers to the story, give it, to say the least, a good pedigree. But 
witbont further delay, let us approaoh the Knight and listen to hia 
tale. 

Theseus, lord of Athens, on his return from Scythian wars, meets a 
mooraful procession of Theban women, who utter one long wail of 
iMwntation, because the victor Creon when he tooii Thelws, refused 
them the sacred rites of sepnlture and incremation for their fallen hns- 
banda — and 

" — maketh houadeB ete hem in despite." 

All the nobler passions of Theseus are fired at the recital of such 
cruel saorilege, and with the sam^. voice he soothes the sorrowing wo- 
men and orders his veteran host against the tyrant. He takes the 
dty, kills Creon, and restores to the ladies their husband's bodies for 
banal. While prosecuting this gracious work, he discerns two young 
knights of fte royal house of Thebes with whom he has ever been at 
mortal enmity. Life is not yet extinct, and Theseus has them oarefnll; 
nursed in order to plunge them still more certainly to a living death. 
He sentences them to perpetual imprisonment in a tower at Athena, 

Chaucer briefly draws a picture of this unhappy condilJOQ as con- 
trasted with the felicity of the laurel-crowned Theseus. , — 

" And in a, tour, in anguigb and in wo, 
Dwelleu tbii Palamon and Arcile 
For erermo, Sier ma^ no gold hem quite." 

How vividly these' lines portriQ' the fleeting pomp of royalty. Two 
knights of noblest birth, endued witb gentleness, courage and skill, ac- 
onstomed to the exercise of every manly grace, are confined to waate 
away " in anguish and wo." No wealth can secure their ransom : no 
pity sway the heart of their unrelenting captor. But suddenly the 
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Boene is changed. Desire and impulse stir their sluggiah blood, and 
all the finer qualities of friendship must endure a crucial test. 

It is manifest that a kalgbt cannot tell a tale of Chivalry, and por- 
tray the deeds and sympatbies of two brother kuights, without intro- 
ducing a heroine in whom the interest must centre. Therefore be se- 
lects the sister of Tbeseus, the gentle Emily, for this character. 

The skillful way of introducing her to the sorrowful princes, the 
charming description of her grace and beauty and the poetic delicacy 
of simile, worthily render this passage one of the finest gems in the 
poet's collection. In Chaucer's own words — 

" Thus pas9eth yere by yere, and day by day, 
TiU it felle ones in a morwe of May 
That Emelie, ths.t fajier was to Bene 
Thau is the lilie upon his atalke grene, 
And fresher than the May with flourei newe 
(For with l^e roes colour Btrof hire hewe 
I n'ot which was the fliier of the two,) 
Er it waa day ; aa ahe wont to do 
She has arisen, and all redy dight 

And in the garden at tlie sonae uprist 
She walketh up and doun wher as hire list, 
She gathereth floures, partie, white and red, 
To make a sotel gerlond for hire had 
And as an angel hevei9ich ahe song." 

In this descriptiOQ we see at a glance the delicacy of observation, 
the chaste susceptibility of a mind holding high communion with na- 
ture and refining practicalities into highest idealities, and the critical 
skill of the poet in bringing all these touches of natural beauty to en- 
hance the loveliness of Emily. 

Palamon gazmg from the castle window, sees this fur vision, and 
wonders whether in truth "it be a woman or a goddessei" and Arcite 
too falls violently in love 

" And with a sigh he sayde piteoualj 
The freaehe beautee sleth me sodenly 
Of hire that rometh in the yonder place " — 

The heroes are now placed in a di$cult situation. Bound by solemn 
oaths each to ud the other in every olaim of honor or love, and never 
in word or deed to interfere to his detriment, and now with their affec- 
ti(Hi8 dmultaneonsly enlisted for the same object, tbeir lot is certainly 
bard. But tliere is no hesitation in thdr aotJon. Theh" intense sym- 
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patby aod oaths of fealty are at once anapped id sunder and their de- 
voted friendship is superseded by undying hatred. No longer lovers, 
they are rivals because of love. One of them utters a sentiment which 
is of world-wide application. 

■'Iiove is B greater law bj mj pan, 
Then may be jeveo by nay erthlj man : 
And therefore poaiCif Uwe, aod Bwiche decree 
Ib broken all day for love in eche degree." 

Boccaccio in his version of the story, exhibits the two princes as 
deeply euamotired of the same person but with neither jealousy nor ri- 
valry. As one critic justly remarks, "this is not only unnatural, but 
insipid and unpoetical." But Chaucer represents their first and last- 
ing impnlaea as prompting to intense passion and fierce rivalry, and 
this very course of treatment gives additional interest and perplexity 
to the plot. Instead of coromonplaces on a friendship whose absurdity 
wonid forever destroy any romance connected with it — a story, 

" Wtiieh like a wounded anake, draga its slow length along," — 

Chancer implants on the very narrative, sufficient interest to ensure 
our attention, and then has opportunity to carry us up to the grandeur 
of some noble thought, or to the unpretending loveliness of some little 
sentiment whose beauty b revealed only to the critical eye of an ear- 
nest searcher and thinker. 

The artistic arrangement affords the poet an opportunity of drawing 
the master passions of the heart as developed by love, rivalry, hatred 
and revenge. 

With these passions surging madly through their hearts, the princes 
continue in confinement until through the intercession of a Theban 
lord, Palamon is released on condition of perpetual exile from the 
realms of Theseus. He receives the boon with sorrow, mourning his 
wretched lot since, debarred from Emily's presence, this world-wide 
territory was to him a closer prison than tbe other. 

What a fine touch of passionate despair of feeling is given in these 
lines — 

" dere cosin Palamon, quod he 
Thin ia the vietorie of this adventure. 
Ful btiafiil in prison maiest thou endure 
In prison? Oertes nay, but b paradise." 

Palamon improvises his woes upon the same note. Arcite remiuna 
in Thebes until he can no longer endure bis wretched loneliness, and 
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then under pain of death returns to Athena where, in disguise, he en- 
gages in menial service near his lady Emily. His gentleness and fi- 
delity raise him constantly in the good graces of the court, and final!}' 
make iiim Privy Counsellor to the king. 

Seven years now pass, and in the month of May, which seems to be an 
especial favorite with Chaucer, Falamon escapes from prison, and, fly- 
ing from the city, at daybreak enters a grove for the purpose of con- 
cealment. Then comes that remarkable description of the birth of 
day, when, 

" The beey larke, tlie messager of day, 
Sftlewith in hire song the morwe gray 
And fiiy Phebna riseth up lo bright, 
Tbat all the Orient laugheth of the sight 
And with Mb atonnes drieth in tho grevea 
.The silver dropes, hanging on the leves." 

Here we have the oft-repeated simile of the lark's salntation to the 
triumphal entry of the king of day, bat where will we find it expressed 
with more chaste and elegant simplicity t And then " the morrow 
gray" — "the Orient laughing at the tight," and "the lilver dropt 
hanging on the leavea," which the insatiate rays of the sun so eagerly 
seize upon, bow vividly do these expressions appeal to our sense of the 
beautiful. Like some rare painting of the old masters, they lift our 
thoughts from the practicality of the present and fix tbem on a world 
of ideality from which the mind is loth to part. Dryden tamely ver- 
sifies the passage thus : — 

"And soon the sun arose with beams eo bright. 
That all th' horizon laugh'd to Bed the Joyous sight ; 
He Willi bU tepid rays the rose renews, 
And licks the dropping learea, aod driea the dewa." 

Instead of that musical word " Orient," which calls to the mind en- 
chanting visions of gorgeousness and luxuriousness, in which the vague- 
ness only serves to blend the parts to one harmonious whole, we 
find the word horiion. And then when we come to the " tepid rays," we 
can barply refrain from laughing — and not exactly the laugh of sym- 
pathy, either. 

At this hour, while taking a morning ride, Arcit« happened to pass 
through the grove, and was soliloquizing on the ignominy into which 
he had brought his lineage by serving under a hated enemy, and then 
again upon his unhappy fate, in that he was not allowed to pay suit to 
bis mistress after all this sacrifice of pride. Palamon on hearing these 
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vords, starts np in aoger, and hurls a fiery Invective at " false Arcite, 
biae traitor," recounting bis peijnry to bimself, and bis cowardice ia 
obanging bis name and deceitful action towards duke Tbesens, and 
then utters tbeafi words of undying bate, which increasing in effect 
with each successive line, at last culminate in such mightiness and 
dignity of passion, that our unreSecting sympathies are at once en- 
listed in bis behalf. 

" I wol be dead, or ellea thou shalt die. 

■ Thou Shalt not love mj ladj Emelie 

But I wol love lure ontj and no mo. 

For I am FalaiDOn thy mortal fo«." — 

Ardte starts back in surprise and anger, and with eqnal hate defies 
Palamon. He is unwilling however to meet at such a disadvantage 
to Palamon, and be sends him food, clothing and arms, that be upon 
the following day might strive on an equality. The description of 
tbeir meeting for the deadly fray is in the poet's happiest vein. It 
shows bis nice observation in some of the deeper traits of character, 
and great facility in adapting language to his descriptive uses. 

" Tho ohangen gan the colour of hir faoe 
ffight aa the huuterin the rogue of Trace 
That etondeth at a gappe with a spero, 
When hunted is the Koq or the here, 
Aod hereth Mm come rushing id the groves 
And brekiDg bothe tho boughos and the levea 
Andlhioketh, here Cometh my mortal enemy 
Withouten faille, he must be del or I ;" 

Tbey fight desperately and each ia severely wounded. Tbeseus ac- 
companied by* his wife, sistei, and conrt digniUries, oomea to this grove 
while In course of bunting, and seeing the combatants, hastily rides np 
to end the strife and demand their names. Palamon bursts out with 
revilings upon Arclte, disclosing the latt«r'a conduct to the king, and 
then narrates his own escape and asks for infliction of death upon both. 
Theseus in his rage at the discovery, would have ordered tbem to ex- 
ecution, but the prayers of the women prevent, and ha gives the 
knights their liberty after ordering tbem each with a hundred compan- 
ions to meet upon the pltun of Athens one year from that date, and 
contend for the lady Emily. The preparations for this tournament 
are upon the grandest scale. Painters, poets, artizans are collected 
by royal munificence and appointed to works of highest skill and art. 
Magnificent temples to the geds arise at the necromancy of wealth and 
taste, and all Athens echoes with tiie plaudits of her populace. 
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The descnptioD of the temple of Yenus is characterized with much 
poetic force, bat it is when we come to that of Mara, that we mark the 
greatness of the master. How the poet kiQdlea our admiration as he 
touches some exquisite strain of soft music, or anon when as conduc- 
tor of a mighty orchestra he smites his magic wand and one grand 
majestic chorus swells down upon our startled ears. As we gaze at 
the first scene and pronounce aloud that liue which gives an inimitable 
specimen of word-painting 

" With knotty knarry barrein treea old," 

we seem to fairly look upon those scarred old forest monarchs, stand* 
ing like hoary sentinels before the cloud palace of " Mars armipotf nt." 
And then the palace itself, formed of burnished steel, supported by 
enormous iron pillars, through whose door of " eternal adamant" the 
northern lights flashed in all their varying brilliancy, looked in very 
truth, the residence of the mighty god of War. 
Turning trom these sketches, we stop beside 

" The smiler with tlie kuif under tlie cloke," 

and look at foul deeds of murderous wrong, until our blood runs cold 
and we stand in a lethargy of horror. 

The whole passage is unique in its weird grandeur, and contains 
more true poetic power than a whole volume of much modem poetry. 

The poet now portrays the other temples in appropriate beauty, 
and passes on to the day before the tournay, and describes the two op- 
peeing parties clad in all the pomp and vanity of chivalry, and then 
upon the following morning carries us to witness the supplications of 
Falamon, Emily and Arcit« to their guardian deities, Venus, Diana and 
Mars. Both Venus and Mars promise victory to their reepective vo- 
taries, and this causes much contention in the realms of Olympus. 
Emily, with strange coldness for a young lady so madly beloved by 
two knights, each of fascinating exterior, prays the virgin goddess that 
she may ever remdn her follower, hut in case the Fates ordain her 
marriage, she begs with true womanly feeling : 

" And if 80 be thou wolt not do me grace 
Or if lay destiny be ahapen bo. 
That I shall nedes haVe tm of them two, 
As Bend me him that mott deaireih me." 

Passing over the description of the three deities manifesting their 
approval !n dread appearance to their suppliants, and the spirited 
sketch of the initiative pageant, let me introduce you to the grand 
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tournameut vhere the strife and din of mortal combat break forth 
in terrific fury. The battle is before us. Swords flash, spears are 
fiyisg, helms crash, men are dying. Still they struggle, while amid 
the Burging mass, the swinging swords and quivering lancea keep time 
with the wild music of the fight. Glory and envy nerve the sharp 
strobe which sinks through the burnished metal down deep into the 
yielding flesh, and failing to parry the counter thrust at the moment 
of triumph, hrings defeat. The symmetrical association of details en- 
ables US to grasp the whole by one comprehensive act of imagination. 
I will quote only a few lines, in which from the rapid and involved 
.change of subject you may gain some idea of the intricate nature of 
the struggle and the fierce participation of individuals. 

" With might? nuoes Che bones they to breste 
HeihTough the thickest of the throng gan threats 
Ther Btomblea eledes stroDg, sud down goth ofi 
Be rolieth imdor foot ea doth a ball. 
Se ftnneth on hU foe with a tiouchoun, 
And A« him burtleth nitb his hore adoun." 

Chancer occasionally uses his conciseness of expression to great ad- 
vantage. Palamon is taken prisoner, and thus Mara fulfills to Arcite 
bia promise of victory; but Venus meanwhile persuades Saturn to 
send an "infernal fury " to frighten the horse of Arcite, and thereby 
cause him to be thrown senseless upon the ground. At this juncture, 
when Arcite is being carried from the field, Chaucer throws in a sharp 
remark which might well be uttered by Abernerthy, 

" Farewell pbjBike; gofaereUieman to cherche." 

The glaze of death was fast settling on the eyes of Arcite, and in a 
few hnrried words he tells of his own love and suffering for Emily, and 
then magnanimously alluding to the noble qualities of Palamon, be be- 
queathes the fair prize to his keeping. 

" And with that word Ma apeche faille begim 
For from hia feet up to bia brest was come 
The cold of Qeth, tliat had him ovcroome. 
And jet moreover in his armies two 
The vital atreugth is lost and all ago. 
Onlj the lutellect williouten more, 
That dwelleth in his herte stke and sore 
Gan faillen, when the herte felte delh; 
Dusked hia eyen two, and failled Lia bretb. 
But on hia ladis yet cast he his e;e; 
Hia last v<)rd was ; Merc; Emelie I 
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His spirit changed houB, and went ther, 
As I came Dever I caonot tellen wher." 

How perfect is' this passage I WUh the poet we watch the oold 
chills creeping upward and olutchiDg the vitaliziog life-blood id their 
dread emhrace, and note the proud superiority of the mind defying 
the "King of terrors," and then tlie glazing eye tamed with a last 
fond look on Emily, and finally turn aside in awe as the spirit takes 
its flight to realms unknown to mortal knowledge. The last thought 
you will at once recognize as the germ of that familiar passage. 



and which never becomes trite howsoever often it may he repeated. 

However much man may strive to comprehend the infinite, there is 
a mysterious uncertainty about the future which eludes his grasp and 
by its very solemnity bends all his feelings into reverenoe. 

In this brief analysis of the tale, I have had time to simply present 
a few of its beauties without seeking to pick out its flaws and gloat 
over the discovery in a spirit of captioQB criticism. It has its errors 
to be sure, but they sink into such insignificance when compared with 
its merits, that I prefer not to discuss them. Chaucer considered this- 
story as the best of the Canterbury Tftles, and very few modem read- 
ers have wished to revoke the verdict. The " Tale of the Wife," and 
" of the Clerk," are beautiful specimens of English poetry, but do not 
possess that comprehensiveness and masterly analysis of character and - 
incident so finely developed in the Knight's Tale. It is here that we ' 
find that wonderful versalility of the man 

" who in UmeB 
Dark and untaught, began with charming verge 
To tame the rudenees of his native laad." 

Dryden, as well as all modemizers, has signally failed to eatebthe' 
spirit of the ori^al, and in fact it is impossible to form any true idea 
of Chaucer except as we ttudi/ for onrselves the old English expres- 
sions. 

In the rendition of the story, Chaucer stands far ahead of Boccaccio, 
The tale is entirely free from that impurity which at first sight appears 
to defile portions of his poetry, though on further consideration, that 
may receive some exculpation. For when Chaucer WTot«, the tone (^ 
mdrality was very low among all classes of society and especially with 
the inferior orders. Now in representing characters from these lower 
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dassea, he must express tbeir sentimente exitotly as the living person- 
ages would, or else fail to be natural. To put the language of the 
Knight into the mouth of the Miller or Beve would be cootrar; to ev- 
ery law of poetical or logical propriety. A second coosideration which 
places the character of the poet iu much higher favor with modern 
readers, is given in the words of a distinguished critic — "We believe 
that no writer ever waa so healthy as Chaucer : even where He comes 
in contact with grossness and imiuorality, they never seem to taint 
him or jaundice his vision. They are ludicrous or hateful, and as 
Buch he represents them freely and unshrinkingly ; but there is no 
morbid gloating over impurity, or lingering around vice." 

Chaucer excelled in descriptian of character, and in this we find his 
greatest power. Many writers rank him second only to Shakespeare. 
He draws the stronger passions in firm deep lines, and they stand be- 
fore us in grim majesty. He touches the lighter elements and they 
are blended together in an exquisite charm which appeals to our sym- 
pathy or at least softens our coldness. When he deals with comedy, 
we laagh heartily at tbe dextrous wit and quaint drolleries which en- 
liven the plot : and when he enters upon tragedy we lose sight of th« 
writer's skill, in the absorbing interest that closely follows the charac- 
ters themselves. It is only on reperusal that we analyze the descrip- 
tive skill which breathes into these verbal skeletons such vitality. 
Chaucer stands forth as the philo^flpber who reads the will and pas- 
sions of men, and who is able to make this knowledge known. 

Another characteristic is his power of describing incidents andseenery. 
His critical observation added to command of language rarely equalled 
in richness and variety, enabled him to present most vivid word-pic- 
tures. His imagery marks him not only as a true poet, whose mind 
could hold sweet communings with nature, but also as a great one. 
This quick perception and nice appreciation of the Beautiful, oombined 
with facility of expression, always sways the popular heart. 

A third speciality to be noticed throughout the writings of Chancer, 
is his spirit of human sympathy. Misanthropy nowhere blights his 
poetry, but the poet ever cheerful and contented, naturally feels his 
heart brimming with syi^patby for all humanity. This genuineness 
of sentiment, this satisfaction with Divine allotment, contrast much to 
his advantage with that spirit of distrust and morbidness peculiar to 
later poets like Shelley and Byron. " Chaucer's poetry is that of real- 
ity, and aa elysiijm which he sought not in the clouds, he found abun- 
dantly in human sympathies." 

These are a few characteristics of the poet, but from their exeroiw 
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followed results for wbioh above all we ought to veoerate the name of 
Obauoer. Hia influeDce on tbe English langaage is sometbing to be 
felt through all time. Let this monament apea^ of tbe worth and 
services of Chaucer, 



B«galique »itu pjTamidun 
Quod Don imber edai, non Aquaoimpotens 
PosBit diruere aut iDnumerabilia 
.Anooruni series eC fugs tamporum." 



% §mmcst an CriKcism. 

'Whbn one of our fellow-students, having sat up a whole night to com- 
pose the enigma, (which, as witness Gough, is nothing unusual,) pro- 
pounded to us, — Query — " What literary medicine is that, which given 
in small doses cures, in larger ones, kills V we instanter replied, " Crit- 
icism," and seizing with joy the youth and our opportunity, lest either 
might escape, subjected his patience to the following monologue ; not 
crammed, of course, but as spontaneoiia and original aa the fountain 
from the rock which Moses struck. 

"In primo loco, rash yonng man, we are right in onr answer. 
Criticism was the poison that permeated the very atmosphere in which 
John Keats lived, and which dragged his literary nourishment. We 
mention him thus prominently, as most familiar, nor needs there fur- 
ther illustration on this point, while his unhappy life and death are 
painted vividly in every other issue of the Monthlies, and his tomb- 
stone stands, to soften the hearts of the cruel powerful. But the mur- 
der of the Innocents was as just and aa merciful as that of more than 
one young regal genius, stifled by the tyrant hypercriticiam. But this 
evil haa its palliation. For, do not the border farmers continue to 
clear their lands from brush by fire, though now and then a noble 
wood fall sacrifice, burnt-offering on tbe altar of Improvement, and 
does not the physician employ laudanum, though ita agency ia hazar- 
dous, because, in either case, tbe general results have justified the 
means. Ay, verily, you say, and just so it is idle to defend criticism 
by ailment, since without it there could be no true literature. It ia 
often enongh said, too truly to be questioned, that there is every year 
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more and more springlDg up a literary underbrush — new or young tiI- 
ters, which a barniug Criticism must sweep away into other pursuits, 
even thoagh in destroying such a growth, it levels, now and then, 
what might have become the far-spreading oak. A spirited sketch, in 
a recent Eclectic, on the " Decay of Conversation," hints at the con- 
sequences of a superabundance of printed matter, observing that "the 
fact is incontestably true, that modem men and women are reading 
themselves into a comparatively silent race ;" that " Beading is the 
great delusion of the present time ; It has become a sort of lay piety, 
according to which the perusal of volumes reckons as good works j it 
is, in a word, the superstition of the 19th century.'* What then 
would become of us without a criticism to check and mould this su- 
perstition i 

" 1 unhappy auditor, your symptoms of misery here, ioduceus to 
analyze a little, a soothing expedient in vogue with the Pulpit and 
the Bar, In similar circumstances. 

" Criticism is obviously divisible by two, being crilioism the profes- 
sion, and criticism, a species of amateur talent, possessed, in a greater 
or less degree by many, and exercised for better motives than merely 
economical or political. From the former may we both be delivered ; 
first, from ever employing it, as a. method of pioking up our daily 
bread; second, and more especially, from using it, Harpy-like, to dis- 
figure what might else be our sustenance. For here it is that we meet 
with hypercriticism, holding sway with odious power. Here we se« 
men of able mind, and ready, facile pen, for a few pounds, lauding to 
the skies, or besmearing, with a refined and cunning blackguardism, 
at the will of their moneyed masters ; men who will crush out their 
own literary sentiments, and prostitute their talents to the highest bid- 
der. And they find their encouragement, particularly in Great Brit- 
ain, in periodicals run as party machines, and supported only as they 
support their partizans, — decry their opponents. Surely, ' Tory' or 
' Whig,' is a poor criterion of literary merit, and such criticism is 
really undeserving of the name. As somewhat thus all professionally 
critical writers are liable to err, we naturally sympathize against them 
with their victims ; and turn with relief to consider more genuine 
criticism. An exposition of the beauties and deformities, the strength 
or weakness of an author's style, thought, sentiments, is hereby under- 
stood;' the accomplishment of which implied ability in the person 
who passes judgment, and is fraught with benefit to the listeuer. 

" Perhaps you have noticed, my friend, if you read the ' Lit.,' the 
astonbhing proportion of dry moralizations on College life and cus- 
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toms, faults and peculiarities of character, with bite of advice for the 
future, and so OQ;ali very good, bat not tending to widen the oiroulation 
of that very worthy Magazine. Now, as we are not writing for the 
Yale Lit., but have you by the button-hole, aubmissive reader, we pro- 
pose to add a modicum to the suggestions you may have already gar- 
nered thence, and state what seems to us ao essential defect in our 
Bhetorioal course. It is simply a lack of Criticism. A good half of 
us begin and pursue our studies here with a view towards professions 
which absolutely reciuire some literary ability, and considerable lite- 
rary cultivation. We are counselled not to enter too directly npon 
this object, but to devote time to disciplinary branches ; to store our 
minds well before we draw upon their provisions. Yet, that the Fac- 
ulty esteem composition of no small importance even here, is proven 
by the degree to which it interlards our other occupations; so much 
so, that from Sophomore year to Commencement day, we are never 
released from its claims. Such continued practice must go far to- 
wards forming the style of all of us, save those ingenious individuals, 
who at every reading reveal new beauties, and whose varieties, lim- 
ited only by the number of their friends who do not likewise, has bees 
known, occasionally, t« have excited the curiosity of tbeir Professor. 
The Junior exhibition pieces often show development of mannerism, 
which we are apt to consider an element of strength, but which prin- 
cipally proves that style is being crystalized beyond malleability. The 
necessity seems evident of some criticism, discerning and kind, which 
might correct before this process is completed. Yet no snch has ap- 
peared of late, to guide the willing aright. In disputes, certainly, a 
decision is given, very often right ahly ; but this concerns, after all, 
only what wo are most capable of forming for ourselves when older, 
viz : settled theories, or strong positions. Criticism on the individual 
faults of each, or just what we most need, has been in a great meas- 
ure wanting, and only to be obtained by an extra e^ort on the part of 
the student; a method not over popular in our midst. We presume 
others have felt as we have, groping in the dark, conscious of nume- 
rous defects, hut ignorant exactly how to remove them, or what par- 
ticular author to study, each to fill out our own style. We have 
thought that men of such talent and experience as are over us, could 
have helped us, and sometimes wondered why they have omitted this 
disagreeable, but very useful task. This we know, that while in plas- 
sicH and Mathematics, everything is faithfully explained ; in the art of 
Composition, we have received thus far — for three years — nothing hut 
the most general ideas. To the many of our associates who expect to 
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depend on this art, though at present distasteful, as a partial means of 
support and eminence, sacfa a fact must be ungrateful. It is pleasant, 
however, to iwlieve, that a new regimen has begun, though not ex- 
tended as far as we wish it might be, and that each may gmn a share 
of persoDal critjcism — beneTolent, not malevolent — before he gradu- 
ates. Uoreover, the exercise by subdivisions, which shall hand In, 
each, extempore opinions of the other's productjons, is praiseworthy, 
and to us novel ; pruseworlhy, t>ecause it avoids the excitement of ill- 
feeling ; while it gives method and readiness In expressing, what every 
one likes to be at least supposed the owner of, a home-made opinion. 
We hope the conception will be carried out, and know that it will be 
liked. If conclusive of no other good, it will at least reveal to us the 
relative difficulty of building and tearing down ; bo that if, in a future 
day, we too should erect some stately temple, we would carefully 
watch for 8ara(IoD]son lurking among its pillars, and see him try his 
utmost strength, before trusting our pride or our heart upon it, as a 
"monument of brass." Possibly, we should learn how easy it is to 
condemn, and pick flaws, where perfection must be a transparent 
sphere, and not an atom impure; missing or uneven is to pass unno- 
ticed. 

" Understanding the critics, because we ourselves have been there, 
■we shall not wilt, blow they hot or cold ; and unterrified, shall read 
the following simile in an ancient Knickerbocker; 'All the world 
knows the story of the tempest-teased voyager who, coming upon a 
strange coast, and seeing a man banging in chains, hdled with joy, as 
the sign of a civilized country,' In like manner we may hwl, as 
proof of the rapid advancement of civilization and refinement in this 
country, the increasing number of delinquent authors daily gibbetted 
for the edification of the public. Eor we shall know, in the verse of 
' Anonymous,' that 

Nature fits all her oluidreD with somethiog to do. 
He who would write and caa't write can mirelf review, 
Can Bet up a small booth a^ criticv and sell us his 
Petty conceits, and hia pettier jaalousiefl. 

At this point in my discourse, a dismal groan broke from my captive 
auditor, who, thinking to retaliate, spoke out — " With many tears let's 
tear ourselves apart;" whereupon, we tore, with mutual saUafaction. 
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BoMG'fl conqneriDg legioaa bad ruled the world ; to her fleets and 
armieB no shore bad been unkoowD ; captive nations had tidorned ber 
triomphB, and graced with every beauty their all-powerful mistress ; 
Rome's statesmen and orators had evinced a talent which had bowed 
in admiration tbe minds of the greatest of tbe times; wise legislation, 
and unceasing vigilance, had bound in unity an empire, the dissimi- 
larity of whose component parts has never, before or since, been ap- 
proached. 

Eloquence, whose living force has lost none of its power by the 
lapse of time, had swayed, as one existence, tbe ten thonaand wills of 
an enlightened people. Buildings had arisen, whose perennial glory 
hands down to posterity tbe models of an arcbiteotore truly fit for the 
dwellings of the gods. Tbe coBtliest gems, of richest producljons of 
every clime, hastened to pour themselves into the lap of their common 
ruler ; luxury almost failed to use the means that were thus lavishly 
offered for its enjoyment. But all this had long passed away ; one by 
one, provinces, colonies and allies had revolted, or even been torn from 
Rome's weakening embrace. No Iwiger a kneeling world was offering 
tribute, and delighting to do homage. Tbe name of Roman had 
ceased to be, alike to kings and people, the name of honorable distinc- 
tion. Borne had fallen, and with ber had fallen the long line of kings, 
consuls and emperors. Daring and reckless bands of feudal barons 
rnled tbe once imperial city with a heavy hand. Brutal and unpitying 
hordes of foreign mercenarlea brawled in the Forum, and on the Cap- 
itol, and trampled on the feelings, the rights and the lives of tbe un- 
offending and miserable descendants of the once mighty people. Dis- 
sension seemed tbe order of the day. Church and State were alihe 
divided. Tbe Pope, forced by tbe outbreak of that unruly spirit which 
characterized the age, bad, removed from the traditional seat of his 
empire, to Avignon. Rome was abandoned to anarchy and misery. 

But a new light was breaking on the world. Literature, hitherto 
studied only by Churchmen, was beginning to find its admirers and 
cnltivators in men of another class. The age of Petrarch and Boccac- 
cio, was commencing to offer broader and deeper views of civil society, 
and to loose the cords with which superstition and ignorance had 
bound all minds : the warmth of a new literary day was beginning to 
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ripen tfae people for Tefonn. As yet, indeed, little light had peoe- 
trated the obscurity which overhung the lower clasBes, but vague 
ideas of improvement were exciting their minds, aod were smoothing 
the way for those attempts which were soon to be made. It was now 
that an actor, who was for a time to change the whole aspect of ai^rs, 
appears upon the stage; "Nicholas, or Cola di Bienzi," Providence 
had appointed to play an important part in the drama of the day. 
History records that he was bom of parents whose social position was 
of the lowest, hut who bad conceived the desire of having their son 
well educated ; accordingly, he was, at an early age, taught, at a 
monastery in Rome, all that the learning of the day could afford. 

Tbere he drunk deeply of those stores of classic knowledge, which 
tfae Church bad so carefully preserved; his mind was infiamed by the 
contrast between the glory of po^r which, in her younger days, Borne 
had possessed, and that mingled state of imbecility and lawlessness, 
which the Rome of this time displayed. Being of a speculative dis- 
position, his mind wandered back to the days of splendor, order, and 
Comparative justice, and forward to the means of regaining the lost 
elysium. His leamiDg aud ready use of language secured to him the 
patronage of tbe Colona, the most powerful of these rival barons. 
Conlident In their own strength, and relying upon their castles, and 
hired mercenaries, the nobles permitt«d, and even encouraged, for their 
own amusement, the excited harangues of one they deemed but a half 
crazy enibusiast. Bienzi's efforts 'were not, however, without their ef- 
fect. At last, aroused from his dreams and speeches by the death of 
his only brother, who fell in a riot between the followers of the Colona 
and Ursini, and being refused a Boman'a privilege of justice, because 
the murderer was a noble and a Colons, he vowed that vengeance 
which he afterwards bo ably executed. Having gone around secretly 
among the disaffected, and having, with great circumspection and skill, 
arranged the details of his enterprise, he suddenly, on the 20th of 
Kay, 1347, assembled the people on the Capitol hill, marched upon 
and seized the Castle of San Angelo, which overlooks the city, caused 
himself to be nominated Tribune, in conjuctton with tbe Bishop of 
Orvieto, the Pope's vicar, and banished those of the nobles who were 
refractory, from the city. Then followed a period of tranquility, for a 
long time unknown in Italy. The bandits ceased to infest the high- 
ways ; peace, and with it, commerce, prosperity and wealth returned, 
^enzi, by his kindness to the lower classes, gained tbeir good-will and, 
consequently, the internal security Of the State. 

The remiuning nobles, on account of some inanlt to thdr order, re- 
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tired from the dty, to tiie fortified position of Falestrina ; from here, 
after an unsacoeBsfal attempt of Rienzi to dislodge them, they march- 
ed on Rome. 

While meditating an assault apon the gates, they were met by a 
fially of the whole garrison and, in the battle which ensued, were to- 
tally defeated, atad all the nobles slain ; the sarvirors, having taken 
the prescribed oath of allegiance, returned to the city. Finshed with 
victory, the civil virtues which Blenzi had ezhibit«d in the early part 
of bis career, rapidly gave way. By the taxes wiUi which he sup- 
ported the enormity of his splendor, he alienated the afiections of his 
people : provoking, by his unexampled audacity, the anger of the 
Pope, he was, after some fruitless attempts at conciliation, formally 
excommunicated, and branded with rebellion, sacrilege, and heresy. 

A petty adventurer. Count Pepiosof Naples, at the head of a little. 
hand of one hundred and fifty followers, entered Rome, fortified the 
palace of the Colona, and, without striking a blow, overthrew the once 
popular Tribnne. 

The alarm bell on the Capitol was no longer powerfiil to snmmon 
the people to the defense of the "good estate," and Blenzi monrnfully 
abdicated the government of the RepubUc. 

Rome again returned to a state of confusion. The broils of the 
hostile barons agfdn rung through the streets. One form of govern- 
ment after another was tried, and f^ed> and after seven years of dis- 
cord and party contention, Rlenzl, who had been wandering through- 
out Europe, and experiencing every degree of mlsfortone, was sent, by 
Pope Clement VI, with the rank of Senater, as the last means of sub- 
duing the unruly people. His reetptuM was all that could have been 
desired, but, after a short sway of four months clouded by doubt and 
distract, he was, on the 8th of September, IZHi, murdered in a riot 
instigated by the Roman barons. Such was the chequered career of 
Cola di Rienzi, a man of the noblest aims and purest and most exalted 
hopes. Under his wise Jurisdiction, Rome, from a den of robbers, be< 
came the chosen home of law and order ; from being the sesspool Into 
which ran the very offBconrings of Italy, it became a radiant centre, 
from which spread peace, honesty, and refinement. Enrope stood 
wondering at the miracle whioh bod been performed. The messen- 
gers of Kenzi, with white wands in tfaeir bands, bore his missives to 
all Courts, and were everywhere received with respect Encoun^ed 
by his success in redeeming his native city, lUenzi attempted to form' 
a great Italian confederation, but passion was not yet under the con- 
trol of reason and expediency, and the larger States of Lombardy and 
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Tasoany, ooldly and distrustfully refused to respond to his demaoda. 
Good goTemiDent and prosperity, however, blesaed the circle to which 
his power ex tensed. 

' The character of Rienzi was a singular compound. With the wis- 
dom of a Statesman, he mingled the follies of a man of the lowest 
birth. Gibbon thus well describes bim ; " more eloquent than judi- 
oions, more euterprising than resolute, his faculties were not balanced 
by bool and commanding reason. In the blaze of prosperity, his vir- 
tnes were insensibly tinctured with the adjacent vices ; justice with 
oruelty, liberality with profusion, and the desire of fame with puerile 
and ostentatious Tauity." The great vice of bis life, and that which 
caused his overthrow, was bis inordinate love of display. Gommen- 
dng with the modest title of " Tribune," be arrayed him^lf in the 
purple of an Emperor, had conf^fred on him the dignity of Euight- 
hood, and was finally crowned king. Unmindful of the dignified sim- 
plicity of that Home whose best days he sought to imitate, he laid 
aside that noble motto of the Sepublio, 'Senatus populusque Roma- 
SUB,' and pompously signed himself. " Nioholas, severe and merdful, 
Deliverer of Borne, Defender of Italy, Friend of mankind, and of Lib- 
erty, Peace and Justice, Tribune August." While thus Bienzi had 
some faults, he had many excellent traits. Bare learning was com- 
bined with ns rare benevolence and sympathy for the distressed. 
Mercy was one of the greenest leaves in his wreath of virtues. Nor 
was he wanting in those sterner ^n^ities which are necessary t« a 
good magistrate ; his justice was inflesible. No powerful name, or 
cardinal uncles, or influential friends, saved Martin TJrsini from the 
gallows, when he bad wantonly transgressed the laws of the State. 

Bienzi's life was the redeembg feature in the political picture of 
the day, an oasis in a desert of discord, a bright example of patriot- 
ism, thrown into strong relief against the dark back-ground of selfish- 
nesB. 

Few will, when they consider the disadvantages under which be la- 
bored, &il to ac4»rd to him the highest praise, for his noble designs, and 
their glorious, though but short-lived accomplishment. The last of 
Romans has, but too truly for Rome, bnen the title which has cbarao- 
terized her latest Tribune ; but when the wrecks of ber ancient splen- 
dor shall call to mind her now long buried power, the name of him 
who attempted regeneration shall live in the hearts of freemen ; the 
name of Nioholas di lUenzi shall stand, with that of the Horatii and 
.the Gracci, with Scipio, with Brutus, and with Cicero, the immortal 
band of Italian patriots. f. h. b. 
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OBITUARY. 

jLt a neeClQg of the Class of '61, Yale OoUe^, Januarj 28tb, isei, the fdlfiwi^ 
resolutions were passed: 
WuBSEiB, In the myaterioue ProTidenoe of odt Heavenly Father, iur loved Aiend 

and classmate, Helsar Fbikkun BaBTUm, has been called from our midst, 

therefore, 

Beaohied, That in bis unexpected decease wa rect^iuze the great and impressive 
truth, that ' ' in the midat of life we are in death." 

JteeUved, That misBuig his familinr face, we feel, notwithstandiDg the shprt time 
we have heen associated together, how deeply his generous dispaeilion, his frank 
and wiwiing manner, his manly character, have implanted his memory in our 

Beadttd, That feeling the loss of a claaamate so deeply, we can realize in sokm 
measure the grief of his bereaved relatives at the loss of a son and brother, and 
therefore tender to them, with his friends, our heartfelt sympathy in this hour of 
affliction. 

Setoltitd, That the Class wear the nsnal badge of mourning tor thirty days, and a 
delegation of twelve members be seat to North Guilford to attend the funeraL 

Rtiohied, That a copy of the above Resolutions be truismittod to the family utd 
to the Yala Literary Jfagazioe and city papers for publication. 

D. J. BUBBBU^ ) 

C. T. C0LLIN3, [■ CoMMiniB. 

BOTD VINCENT, ) 



Prizs Dsbats*^ 

The Senior Prize Debate In Liuonia occured on Taesday evening, Janoaiy I9&. 

Committee of Award: 

Protl NoiH FOBTBK, Q. D., Prof. Tuotbt Dwioht, M. A., 

Prof. Wk. B, Clabe, V- A. 

Quation .-.—Do the constitution and interests of the nation require that those fOt- 

tions of our country known as the Seceding States, should on the return of peaoo, 

be treated as States or as subject Territories ? 

The 1st Prize was awarded to H. P. Boyden. 
'■ 3d " " " ■ " A. B. ClaA. 

The Gcmunittee decided ttiat Mr. Boyden was entitled to the 1st prise, but that 
Ur. Clark's part was so little hiferior, that they recommended to the Society to 
make Ur. Clark's prize equ^ in amount to the 1st. 
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The Senior Prize Dabftte in tlie Brothers in IJni^, took plaoe Mondaj evening, 
January ISth. 

Committee oT Award. 
Hot. Gkorqi P. FnoBR, IL A., prof. Wii. A. Hobtoh, M. A. 

James M. WHrroN, M. A. 

Queation: Is Uonarcliy more favorable than Republican ism to National Btrenf^t 

The l8t Prize was awarded to it. 0. D. Borden. 

^^ ) H. M. WMtnoy. 

" 3d ■' " " " T. K. Boltwood. ■ 

The Junior Prize Debate in the Brotharti in Unity occurred Wednesdaj afternoon 
utd evoaing, January 20. 

Gommitlee of Award, 

Bev. Gbohqh P. Fisbbr, U. A., Hon. Thomas B. Osborhi, U.. D. 

Prof Alkzamdbb C. Twininq. 

Quettiim : Ought the Judiciaiy to be elected by the people I 

The lat Prize was awarded to A. UcLean. 

" 2d " " " " T. BuMey. 

" 3d " " " " H. A, Stimwn. 

The Sophomore Prize Debate in Linonia occurred Wedneiiday evening, Jannafy 
30th. 

CommttoD of Award. 

Abbiboh Tab Naio, 1L A, • Abthur TV. WRiaar, P. D., 

Hbmbt E. Pabdbb, Esq. 

Qasetion: Did Daniel Webster's 1th of March speech detract {torn his character 

aB a Statesman and a Patriot 7 

The lat Prize was awantod to 0. 0. Holt 
" 2d " " " " L. 0. Wade. 
" 3d " " " " J. Brand. 

The Sophomore Prize Debate in the Brothers in Unity occurred Thursday even- 
ing, January Slst 

pommittee of Award. 
Hon. HiNBT UuTTON, LL. D., QBoaaE A. Nolev, M. A, 

Her. Edwabd SrEOsa, 
Qunftcn-' Ought Foreign Immigration to be encouragedT 

The 1st Prize was awarded to T. V. D. Garretaon. 
" ad » " u « J. 0. Patterson. 

" 3d " " " " B. T. Hincks. 



Lindnla. 

At the r^:ular Soolety Blection of Liiwiua, Wednesday evening, Feb. ITth, the 
following ofBcers were elected : — 
iVawden*— Thbodoeb Fitob. .SscMtiiry— Santokd a Mabtth. 

7k« Fratdant — Samqil 0. DABUire. Vice Secretary — Ebwasd B. Behhstt. 
Orator— Bbbkas B. Nasai. 
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Elsction of Yale Lit. Editera. 

The following gentlamea of ]ho Clua of '65 were uDBnimoudj elected, Seturdsj 
aftemoon, February 6, to adit The Yale Uterarj Magaiiiie (br the next year.' 
TuB&s BmxheY.—CcMdtt, If. T. Ghablss E. Shtth,— fUiworM, Me. 

TouTBB P. Caotrt,— (SiKMiniifi, 0. William Stookimo, — WateTtmy. 
jLllbh UoLkui, — Hob Sttm. 

A heart]' welcome to our successors. 

ElsMion of Claso Orator and Poet. 

The Senior CIsbb met in the Preaideot'H Lecture Room, Wednesday slternooo, 
Jaiiaarf 20, and made uaanimoua choice of the following gentlemen for Class Ora- 
tor and Poet. 
Orator,JoHMW.TiiAi,Ba*tftirA<M7i, J?: r.Poet, W. W. Battbbshau,, 7i-o\i, N. T. 

The UDtmimity of good feeling and even of mirth which attended this election i* 
alike aomplimeatarj to tlie elected geotlemen and gratifTuig to the College. 

CoehleaureatI of '0B. 

The Cleaa of '65, at a meetii^ held Saturday afternoon, January 16th, made 
dtolce of the following board of CochleaureatL 

A.BTBIIB A. Babbows,— Jfiw^fieW Cenb-e. Qbobor T. FoaD,— ^ftron, 0. ' 
Thomas J. Buofis,—PhHadelpkia, fa. JoH» V. Hicks,— Woreuter, Mom. 
BiHBT A. Bkown,— PAiIade^iAta, Pa. HiLtt O. Htdx, — OarUmid, If. f. 
AJXXASDS& C. BlTEL, — Silica, If. T. Staot B. Sobbte, — Mount MiOy, K J. 
Cbables M. Chabnlkt, — New Saven. 

We may look for a jolly time when "the band begins to play." 

Yalo Literary Magazine. 

At a meeting of the Senior Ctasa, held Feb. S2d, to oonaider mattera pertunlog 
to the iateresta of the Lit., certwn resolutioos were passed, a copy of wMoh waa 
ordered to be printed in this issue. At a meetmg, for a simil&r otgect, on the next 
day, another series of resolutions was passed. As the substance of the first day's 
proceedings was contdned in the Preamble to the ResolullonB of the second day, 
we publifih only the latter. 

Wlurrem H. C. D. Bobob-n, Q. 8. Mbbriam, and A. D. Hillik, members of the 
Class of '64, and elected by said Class, Editors of the Tale Uterary Uagazine, at a 
Class Ueeting held on the 4th day of Feb., 1863, hare, in riolation of the estab- 
lished usage of theGass Editors, in conducting said Magazine, assumed to t^e the 
sole management of the same into their own bands, to the eiclusion of the rights 
of the other two Editors, and have arbitrarily attempted the suppression of an edi- 
tion of said Maga^ne, got out under the supervision of S. C. Dabunci, one of said 
Editors, who was, by editorial custom and usage, entitled to such superriaion; and 
have also attempted to deprive the Class of '64 of ita rightflil custody, manage- 
ment and ovnership of said Magazine, by getting the Htle Page thereof copy- 
rioted in thotr own tiomes ; aJl of which acts are, maoifeatJy, of a bigh-haiided and 
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